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1 s ACT I. SCExN x, The Park. 
| | Enter Young Rakiſh A meeting. . 


1 255 Ca. 


Ril! * 


Nan park your 

ather, does his good | our hold 

Y. R. His Humoue's indend_ the Gps, the” } cannot 

| ſay much for the Goodneſs of it. 

Fr. How fo? ate nat you as free with bim, as you 
us'd tobe? 

7. R. Yes, and he's as free with me too. The Son 
of me at leaſt, my Pleaſures I mean; of all the Vices 
this Town affords, and (Heaven bleſs the Reformers) 
there's a pretty conſiderable Stock left (till, I can't keep 
one to myſelf for him. He out-does me at my own 
Weapons; out-Drinks me, out-Whores me, out-Swears 
me, out-Lyes me; out-Wits me, and which I'll never 
forgive him—he our-lives me too. 

Fr. That indeed may be the worft part of your For- 
tune. —_— bas he not increas'd your Allowance yet? 

Y. The Title of it he bas, but * Income's much 
leſs = ever it was. 

Fr. How do you mean ? 

Y. R. Why he has obliged me, upon making it up 
Two Hundred Pounds a Year, to play with bim * 4 | 
Quarter for Fifty Pound at Picquet or 
2 ſo much better than I, 1 1 


conſtantly 


\ 
4 
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conſtantly receive Rent in nothing but Repiques, 
Ca 1 — Doublets. 

r. Why at this Rate he allows you nothing at all. 

Y. R. Not ſo much as the Deal or the Dice, by Jupiter. 

Fr. How can you live without Money? 

Y. R. Faith I am heartily weary of it, and was this Mi- 
nute thinking of a Project to bring him to better Articles. 

Fr. Can I aſſiſt you? 

Y. R I can't tell but you may; you muſt know I am (or 
may be at leaſt) his Rival in my Lady Manlove. She has 
given me Encouragement, which he is ſometimes very un- 
eaſy at: Now I have no way ſo likely to carry my Point, 
as by flatly telling him, unleſs he immediately complies, 
I am pofitively refolved to purſue my Fortune there. 


Fr. You could not have thought better, ſtand to it ſtout- 


ly. I warrant you 2 down, to the Ready down. 
T. R. D'ye think fo, egad Old Gentleman, look to 
pigs or I may chance to jump into the, Saddle be- 
re you. But fee, here he comes. Ten to one he is 
— 7 * 
F. you, u 
Nature firſt, You'll — 
ing his Miſtreſs from him. | 
T. R. With all my Heart: Fil be near enough in the 
next Walk to over-hear you ; but if you can make no- 
thing of him, I'll even attack him myſelf, and come down 
point Blank to the Buſineſs. . 
Fr. Away. (Exit. 
Enter Major Rakiſh, fnging. ; 
Major, Toll-h-dum, dum, c. ——Ha ! my little 
Ned, how is it? 
Fr. At your Service, Major: You're briſk and hearty 
füll I fee ; how does your Son, pray? 
Maj. O! a fad Dog l the Boy's ruin'd, firip'd, ſtrip'd 
every Day ! The Pu 
more of the Lay than « Milkwoman : Why Yetterday, 
now, I pay'd him 50 J. for his Quartridge, I warrant by 
this Time, the Bybble has not ſo much as a ſingle Gui- 
nea to play at Even and Odd with. | 
Fr. He tells me, that you always ſtrip him, and have 


obliged him to play with you once a Quarter. 
f. That's true, ——— Care, W 


give me leave to try his 


have a fairer Excuſe for ta- 


ppy will play, tho* he knows no 


— — — — 0 - — ——— — — 
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be throwing it away next Minute: So I am forced to ob” 
lige him to play with me, tho? I know the Dog would ra- 
ther any Scoundrel ſhou'd win it than his Father. 

Fr. But this is allowing him nothing in the end, Major. 

Maj. * why don't I pay him conſtantly every 

arter ? | | | 
Vp Ay, but you conſtantly ſtrip him every Quarter : 
Faith, Major, ,this way will but drive him to ſome Ex- 
travagance at laſt. 

Maj. Extravagance l a Hang-Dog ! has not Nature 

| iven him a ſtrong Back? Let him _— that, or let 

— Fim do as I did, tutn Beau, and live upon Tick; let bim 

be civil to his Laundreſa, ſay ſoft things to his Sempſtreſs, 

„ - help his Taylor to Cuſtom, dine with my Lord Open- 

| hauſe, bilk his Lodgings, and now and then ſharp a Play 
in the Side- Box. 

Fr. This I know he's very often forced to do; but I 
believe he's heartily weary on't, for I heard him ſay late- 
ly, he had ſome Thoughts of marrying my Lady Manlove 
Now, in my Opinion, ſhe would be a much properer 

Match for you: Therefore I wou'd even adviſe you to 
2 pay him his Allowance clear, and let him quit his Pre- 
_ tences to her. 2 Md Ss 
Maj. His Pretences, a poor Dog ! from what! his E- 
ſtate ! Three Skirts, two Wiggs, and a Snuff box, do's 
the Nouſe Crown think to frighten me there, I'll try that 
preſently. T1] viſit her this Minute: the Dog ſhall ſtarve: 
| this Twelve-Month for his Impudence. 
7 | EE Enter young Rakiſh. 
' 


| 
$ 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


we”. - 


Y. R. Say you fo, Old Gentleman! nay then 'tis time 
to look about me, Sit. (Pulls the Major by the Sleeve: 
Maj. Ha! art thou there, my dear Smock- face. 
T. K. If you're not in extraordinary haſte, may I beg. 
the favour to know whither you're going? | 
Maj. Why doſt thou aſk, my Chirken? 
0 T. R. Becauſe Sir, I have ſome reaſon to belieye it may 
be to my Lady. Manlove - therefore | thought fit to in- 
form you it would not be a very proper time, Sir, for Im 
going thither my (elf. | | | 
14 Adſo, that's true, 1 bear thour't going to mar- 
ry her. _ 
r R. That's as I ſhall think fit, Sir. 


A 3 Maj. 


ns a 
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Maj. Hah! haſt thou nothing elfe to ſay to me, my 
＋ E. f you ha Thoughts of 
1 ve ou ing, in plai 
eg os 
Maj. Hah! 
K. oe wy Buſineſs with her is private. 
Sit | 


— 


Doſt thou? 

* 2 I adviſe 8 . rar ay to give them over. 
. Say no more, my little Dacky. (Going. 

Y. R. Sir, I have a great deal more to ſay. 

Maj. Say it. 


Y. X. In mort, Sir, I find your good Nature and my 


Fortune are ſo very low, that I am reſolved to marry her. 
Maj. To her ? v But up- 
on Condition I will pay thee thy Two Hundred Pound a 
Tear conſtantly, Tax and Play free, thou art willing to 
S . = Fa, 2 ſo, my * Dac- 
you dear bluſhing Rogue you, ſpeak. 

Y. R. Look you, Sir, in — thet you are 


my Father, and one I would not willing be Rival to, make 


it Four Hundred a Year, and IT]! have no more to fay to 


r. | 
Maj. Four Hundred, my Child! wilt thou bate me 


nothing? 

Y. R. I'm at a Word, Sir. 

Maj. At a Word, my little Dacky ! nay, then for a 
quiet „do you ſee, Iwill give, I will give thee, let 


me ſee, what? Oh ! the Devil a Groat, my little Dac- 


hy! by Ned, Tol, Tol. (Exit finging. 
Fr. 5 aith Jack, this I confeſs is provoking, what will 
u do 
PL R. Be revenged, and Rival hj 
Fr. 1 'G 
T. R. Can you lend me your Lodgings this Afternoon, 
if a Man ſhou'd bave Occaſion for 'em ? 
Fr. * Thing I have is at your Service. 
Y. R. I thank you, dear Ned, Adieu; if 1 ſucceed 
you ſhall hear from me. Fr. 


this Moment. 


ö 
t 


ö . 
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Fr. Good Luck to you. 

Y. R. Let me ſee! here have I Revenge, a good Ef- 
tate, Marriage, and an old Woman, all together in one 
Diſh. Now to conſult my Stomach a little 3 Revenge is 
a pretty hollow Bit, that's the Truth on't ; and 1500 J. 
a Year is well enough for a ſtarving Fellow to pid- 
dle upon. But then again, Marriage is Hell, and an old 
Woman is the Devil.— Well, and what's a Young One? 
the fame after a Month's Poſſeſſion. Old, would the 
were Fourſcore, for 'gad upon ſecond Thoughts, when 
a Man is to be nooſed, who the Devil would complain to 
be tied up in a rotten Halter. (Exit. 
Enter Leitice and Betty. SCENE Manlove's — 

Betty. Well, Lettice, thou liv'ft in a rare Family , 
thou wilt certainly pick up a Fortune, and that's the 
Thing, you know, that picks up a Huſband. 

Lett. Nay, I have no Reaſon to complain of my Lady's 
Humour, for at any time if I have but a mind to a Suit 
of Knots, or 8 —_ of 3 Week's wear only, tis . 
commending her Shape or Complexion in a contrary 
lour, and the Buſineſs is done. 

Bet. And if youthave but a warm Intrigue to entertain 
her with, her Soul's your own. 

Lett. Right : did I never tell you, how ſhe ſerved an 
amorous Book of Major Rakiſh's to-Day ? 

Bet. No, how was it prethee ? 

Lett. You muſt know, he recommended one of Scar- 
ron's Novels to her, but withal told her one particular 
= in it was a little Smutty. 

et. So! : 

Lett. Upon which the diſcreetly defired him to 
double it down, that ſhe might be ſure to avoid it; but 
when ſhe return'd the Book, that poor Leaf was more 


thumb'd and blurr'd than the beginning of a School-Boy's 
Accidence. | | 


Bet. Ha! ha! ha! and no doubt the took as much 
— to get it by Heart: But now you talk of a School- 
y. how ſtands your Affairs with my Lady's Son, Maſ- 
ter Tobnny ? | 3 5 
Lett. O! in a very fair way, Child! Tho' he pr 
upon our late Quarrel, to comply with his Mother's Per- 


ſuaſion, of going to St. Omers (by the way, I hear ſhe in- 
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tended to make a Prieſt of him) now I know 'tis only to 


try whether or no I ſhall be contented to part with him ? 


Bet. How came you to quarrel with him? 


Lett. He happened to catch me alone, as I was making 
bis Bed this Morning: His Stomach was up, it ſeems, 
and the young Gentleman was going to fall to before the 
Parſon had ic Grace ;- upon which I gave him a Box 
on the Ear, and vow'd I'd never marry him as long as I 


liv'd. 


Bett. Marry him? Why, I thought you only deſigned 


to make a Fool of him. 


Lett. That's making a Hyuſband of bim, I think : but 


ſee, here he comes, away dear Betty, for now's my only 
Time to manage bim- 
Enter Johnny, and walks by Lettice /cornfully.. 


Tohnny: Dick! go and ſee if the Horſes. be come. 


What doſt thou daggle after me for :? 
Lett. Well, Squire, | knew the Time when you would 
: have been glad that I would have followed you: But [ 


- find; now, you never loved me. "a ( Crier. 
| obn. It's a Lye ! I did love you, fo I did, Mrs. Szap- 


Ob! | | (Cries. 


Fohn. Remember the back Cloſet up Two Pair of 


Stairs, young Gentlewomen—Yaah ! You cou'd fquall 


louder then, when I did but offer to fee whether you 


garter'd abgve Knee or not. 


Lett. Why I don't Garter above Knee, you may feet. 


here then. 


Feb. What do I care? LI wan't feel there, I'll do what 


T'pleaſe, or elſe I won'r ſtay. 


Lett. No Squire, you are miſtaken in me, I am not 


ſuch a one neither, Lil dye, before I'll be your Whore. 


Fohn. And PI! be hang'd before Vil be your Fool; why: 


Diel, why doſt thou not get Horſes ready? 
Lett. Nou ſhall not leave me then. (Leans on him. 
"If yau will ſtay, PII, be kinder to you : do but try me till 
to-morrow : I won't cry out no more indeed: You ſhall 

-tye my Garter where you pleaſe, i you won't go. 
" Tobn Will you let's Buſs you then? (Surlily. 
Lett. Yes, in a civil way. (Kiſſes ber. 
| John 


Lett. You would not have the Heart to leave me then. 
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Jebn. Weil, will you promiſe to love me now, and be 
free with a Body? Whey. 
Lett. V'\l love you as long as I live, if you won't leave 
me. ; (/qualls. 
Jobn. Wel, well, what do you whawle for? 
Lett. Im fare twou'd break my Heart to part with 
you; pray dear Squire don't go. (Lowder. 
Jobn. What do you keep ſuch a Bawling for, I tell you 
I won't go : lets Buſs you again. 
* _ 2 — — BY ; 
L. M. at's here ? my young Rogue, t impu- 
dent Quean in cloſe 2 Til obſerve them. 
Fobn. But will you promiſe to marry me to Day if. I 


won't 2 

1 Fool PL - 
Lett. „ay poor Fool, you t. 

But won't you forſake me then and uſe me Ill ? 
Jobn. I tell you, I won't uſe you Ill, you Fool you. 
T. M. O! I han't Patience, Why how now Sirrah, 


What are you doing there? and you, Mrs. Hurt, TU 


teach you to debaych my Son, I will you ſtinking — 


7 

77555 What do you ſtrike her for, Mother ? what do you 

ſtrike her for? you ſhant ſtrike her no more. (Interpofeng. 

IL. M. How, Sirrah! ſhan't I ſtrike her: you ſawey 
Rogue, I'Il fell you to the Ground. 

Fob. Will you? I'll try that, (holds her Hands) Now 

ſtrike me to the Ground, can't you? Let's — you ſtrike 


me now. 2. 

Lett. What an unfortunate Diſcovery was this? To 
be caught juſt as we bad agreed upon Articles: But how- 
ever I don't fear him, for 1 know he will me now, 
if it be only to contradict his Mother—Dear Squire, den't 
anger my y ſo; Pray Sir, let her go. | 

„. Why, if the will be quiet, with all my Heart; I 

don't meggle with her. (Lets go: 

L. M. Ol Oh! The Rogue has ſpraind my Arms, I 
ſhall not be able to ſtir them this Twelvemonth. 

Job. Look'e, Mother, I am ſorry for't, I did not de- 
fign you any Harm, net I: But why ſhou'd you offer to 
firike the poor Girl ſo ? 

L. M. Sirrah, what's that to you, nnn 
ber ? 7 
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- Fob. Why, may be, I had a Kindneſs for her, what 
then? And, look you, Mother, to tell you the Truth, 
indeed I do think, you ought to be acquainted with the 
Bufineſs——— You muſt know I deſign to Marry her. 
L. M. Dare you tell me this to my Face, Sitrab ? 
Job. Why how ſhould | tell it you, behind your Back? 
L. M. Sirrah ! How dare you think of ſuch a Thing? 
you jackanapes ! | 
Job. Don't you call me Names, Mother; don't call me 
Names: But if | do think on't, how can I help it ? And 
pray why ſhou' nit I think on't, as well as you : I ſup- 
ſe you tiaighr of a Huſband, and why ſhou'd not 1 
hink of a wiſe? You bave had your Swing already, I'cod 
2 2 no Flincher; was not * born of your Bo- 
pray? And why ſhou'd not I get Some on Some 
body's elſe Fouy > 5 ann 
L. M. Was ever heard ſuck Impudence ? Sirrab, I 
half turn over a new Leaf with you. Your Governor will 
de here preſently, and he fhall know what a wicked 
Rogue you are! I) male him flea your Backſide for you. 
2 I don't believe you will, and he meggſes with mo 
+way. chance to lay him on his Back, he flea my Back- 
aa. n ? = 
. v0, fo, this is very fine Language! 

Job. Lettice, do you 192 away — Chamber, and 
I will come to you prefeaitly. (Aide to Lenice.) 
| Ex. Lettice. 

Enter Faber Benedict, Booted, &c. 

L. M. O Father ! I am glad you are come: your Pu- 


pil here, my Son Johnny, bas been making Love to one 
of wy iinpudent Maids; and tells me to my Face, he'll 


Marry ber, be won't go his Journey, not he! | 
F. Ben. Leta me alone! leta me alone! come! come! 
Madam, 'tis better to give him de good vard——How 


you do, Young Gentleman } bow you: doe, me ſal be wer 


glad to ave de Care of you. | 
Jab. Ay, and you had beſt have a'Care of me. 


F. Ben. Lou no feara dat, dat is ver' well, now you 


08 Shild' —— (Paits him on the Head. 


be one 


Job. What do you tap me o'th Head for? (Surlily. 
F. Ben. O'me lofe you, Maitre Fohnny, me lofe you. 
; | __ (Ghucks — 


.* 


N . Undene Cquronne. 


lock e, Mother, as er te? ky i! 


the 
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Fob. Let my Chinalone, will you. (Strikes awvay bis Hand. 
F. Ben. Vat you mean, ſtrike . me? vat you mean. 
me -4 = =. Vip for you ? 
7 is that — bave the Whip for, 
gerhead you, who will you have the Whip for Y ha * 
Deubling his Fiſt, 
F. Ben. Loggerbate, Jerme Bleu, vat is dat Loggerhate? 
Job. You may go Look, it's ſuch a Fool as you are. 
2 Ben. De Foole, a ha! me underſtanda dat ver 
well, you call a me de Fool, Humph. 
25. Why, don't you hear 1 do, Dunderpate. 


F. Ben. - rpate, Je vous prie, Madam, vat is dat, 


L. M. A very ſcurrilous Name, Sir, won't you break 


his. Head for't? 
F. Ben. O letta = alone, Madam, Ecoutes Maitre 
e „ vat vil you fay, it vor de Loggerhate, vor de 
Tool. and for de —— te, me ſal go one, two 
tree Flaps of the aitre Feanny ? Humph. 
. Fob. Why, I fay i you give me ſuch.another Ward, 
have Chance to wipe you croſs the Jaws. | 
* N Ben. Ver well, were is de Reverence you ave vor 
me Perſonne ? 
Jeb. O Lord, Sir, I do, Sir-reverence your Perſon. | 
. Allons, dan afka me de Pardon, aſka me de Pardons 
5 Ask your Pardon, for what ? For what ? Can 
you tell, you Owl you? Aſk your Pardon — here, give the 
poor Boy his Hat; there, now I aſk your Pardon. (Serikes 


| ofbis Hat and Peri tig, and diſcovers bis Crown) A heyl 


t a-Dickens de we got here? (Staring. 
F. B. Ad due Grande Mlalbeure, vat ſal me do? He a 


bdone, tuined, | tall never get the Rogve to | 


| Yr what Trade are you? o be P 
in 50 Trade, Sirrah; but a Mi ſaber . 


75 


tleman, that I have prevailed with to. be your Goyernor. 


2 


he much of any Sort iickers,. — 5 — 
won't be 4 Papitt; ies a hard Caſe, if a Man muſt 


1 he can t take it out in what ſort af Wiek 
edacts 


"9 


Job. He, my Governor, what to make's . 
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edneſs he pleaſes : For my part, I'll even go the Way of 
the Fleſh, Pmreſoly'd- the Spirit ſhall not carry me; Odds 
Fleſh ! I won't be Prieft-ridden thither : Not but I be- 
lieve this ſame Gentleman knows the Road as well as a 
Dover Poſt Horſe. But, Iam not ſo hot upon that Jour- 
ney, and ſo will pull of my Boots, d' ye fee———— (Toll, 

tall, lall. Sits down and fings. 

L. M. You impudent young Raſcal, how dare you of- 
fer to pull off your Boots? Sirrah, Fil have your Bones 
broke ; Ill make you change your Tune. 

Job. No, you ſhan't=— Toll, toll, toll. 
I. M. You fawcy Rogue, do you laugh in my Face, 
Tu whip your Eyes out. Ofers to take Benedict Whip. 

F. J. No trouble elf, Madam, letta me alone; 
Allons ; Put on your Boote, Maitre eam nm. 

Job. Toll, toll, toll ( Looking in bis Face. 

F. B. Vat is dad, Toll, toll, /oll? Me ſay put on 
your Boote. : (Cracks bis Whip. 

Fob. Ay, it's no Matter for that I won't change 
my Tune, tol, Joll, loll. 

L. M. Hold, Father, don't be too ſevere, I find there 
* with him, we muſt even try what fair Words 
w 

F. B. Ma Foy, Madam, me believe dat is debeſt Way. 

L. M. Johnny, _ don't be ſo wilful, 
prithee mind what I lay to : 

Fob. Why ay, Mother Now your Note's al- 
ter'd, d'e ſee, 1 don't care if I do change my Tune. 

L. M. Now thou art a dear Child! come, that's 


Boy, prithee put on thy Boots again ; ſee, $ 
Rooney for the! ſhalt — Thing thou canſt 
or. 
l 2. Say you ſo? I cod then Pl ſerve you a brave 
Trick? that Money will buy Lettice a pure Topping to 
her Wedding „look e Mother, becauſe 
give me good Words now, if you'll give me that 
0 _— ee 4 walk down 
s, why em on again. Ef b 
4 But will you promiſe we to go your Journey 30 
Fob. Pob, I will, I tell you-—why don't he go. 
| (Sits down, putting them on. 
L. M Dear Father, don't let's * | 
Humour, pray be gone. | F. B. 


i 


＋——— —' 293 % - 
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F. B. With all mine Art, Maitre Jeanny, me be your 
ver Humble Servant. (Exit. 
L M Why doſt tho fit upon the Floor, Jeanny? 

Job. Poh, what does it fignify---where's the Purſe, 
Mother ? | 

L. M That's my good Child, put on t'other Boot, 
and thou ſhalt have it. 

Job. Viha! why there it is ; you ſee what 'tis to be ei- 
vil to a Body ſo now give's the Money. (Faſtens 

her with a Piercer to the Flor. 

L M. Well, but will you promiſe to get on Horſe- 
back as ſoon as you have it ? 

Job. What, d'ye think I wou'd tell you a Lie, Mother, 
and look you in the Face in this Manner ? | 

L M That's my dear Boy; there tis to do what thou 
wilt with. 

* Toll, loll, loll. (Riſes and pulls af his Boots again. 

L. M. How, now ! what does the Fool mean? 

Fob. No Fool. no Fool, Mother. 

L. M. You wicked Villain. Ill—{(fnds herſelf fa faſt) 
Ha! whbar's here? Hark ye, Sirrah, ogue, what's the 
Meaning of this ? 

Joh. That's becauſe you hou'd not follow me: Look'e, 
Mother. always tie a mad Bul to a Stake. Toll. loll, 
and there's my Tune agaia for you now, Toll, loll, loll. 

(Exit Singing. 

L. M Was ever Woman plagu'd with ſuch a ſtubborn 
Raſcal? What ſhall I do? Oh! how the Rogue has ram- 
med if in. Who's within there? if I I ve, Til be re- 
veng'd! I'll marry the lewdeft Fellow about Town ; nay, 
the moſt notorious Rogue of a Lawyer; but, I'll keep his 
Eſtate from him Enter Servant. 

Fer. 2 Rakiſh, Madam, and his Son, defire to ſpeak 
with 

L. 1 bey could not take me in a better Time, neither of 
them ſhall want Encouragement ; here, prithee undo this. 

Serv. O dear, Madam, this is Maſter Fahnny's Piercer. 

L. M. Where is the Rogue, did you fee him ? 

Serv. Yes, Madam, he juſt now put Letzice into a 
Hackney Coach. 

L. M And did he go with her? 

Serv No, Madam, he's ſomewhere in the Houſe. 

I. M. If he offers to go! gut, be ſure you dog him, and 

_ bring 


- 
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bring me word immediately —— go bid the Gentlemen 
walk up. 


Serv. Yes, Madam. 

Enter Major and V _— 

Maj. Madam, your moit humble Servant ; Odsbud : it's 
a Month fiance | kiſs'd your Ladyſhip's Hand. (Offering 

towards her, and Y. R. ſteps before him. 

Y. R. Tr's an Age, Madam, fince I did; theretvie as a 
longer abſent Lover, ought to do it firſt. 

LM. O dear, Sir, II ſwear yuu hurt me. 

T. R. Can there be Harm in ſuch a tender Graſp of 
Love! Madam, your Charms bound like a rowling De- 
luge o'er my Soul, and ſtifle me in Exceſs of fond Deſire. 
Ah! the very Pangs of Death are an we, | beat and ſtrug- 
gle like a drowning Wretch for Lite, and theſe my laſt 

onvulſions.— 

Maj. Humph! Aide. 
L. M. Well! I really believe I might have Satisfaction 
enough in ſuch a huſband, without conſidering the Plea- 
ſure of Revenge. ( Afide. 

T. R. Will you make it Four Hundred, Sir? {To the Ma. 

Maj. Oons you Dog! I'll lay your Head upon both 
your Shoulders. 

T. R. O take me to that healing Boſom! wrap me in 
the warm Folds of Love! Feed me with the Balmy Sweets 
that flouriſh there; give me new Life, and nurſe me to 
an Infant Dotage. 

L. M. O! I ſhall faint! Lam not able to contain myſelf. 

Maj. Dacky, thou ſhalt have a Hundred Guineas, pri- 
thee let ker alone, my dear Boy. (To Y. R. 

T. R. Where am Ie (ure 'tis Elizium ! (farting back. 
for mortal Fleſh could never feed fo high! I ſurfeic with 
Delight! my Soul's all over Bliſs! my raviſh'd Seaſes ake 
with Pleaſure, and I grow faint with gazing. 

5 | (Falls on her Baſom. 

L. M. OI die! Idie! (Aſide. 
Maj. Daciy, my dear Dacky, thou ſhalt have Two 
Hundred Pound. | 

T. R. Thus let us ever live! thus bleft with one perpe- 


tual Round of circling Fleaſure, ſlill fainting with Exceſs 


of Love, and waking ſtill to new reviving Joys. 
Maj. Oouns! how the Rogue has diſſolved her. (Aide. 

Y. R. You ſee, Sir, what Poſture my Affairs ace in, 
nothing but full Four Hundred can forbid the Banes. 


(Apart to K. R. 


fv 
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Maj Say'tt hou fo, my little D.ucky, then there lies 
your way down Stairs, (feps in bet uren them and draws) 
Surah, go, get you gone, Log, go. 

L. M. Oh! for Henen's fake, what do you mean? 

(Folds the Maar. 

Y. R Oh! don't be fiighte.', Madam, le tell you the 
Buſinels — You muit know, Madam, thete is a young 
Lady here in the Pall Mall, of a proC'givus Fortune, 
whom ir ſcems my Father poſitively defigns | ſhall marry, 
or he will diſinherit me, and fo ler him, Madam, if he 
pleaſes; tor my part, | conſeſs my Soul and Body, Ma- 
dam, are entirely devote to your Lacdyſhip, and if I 
were to d'e upon the Spot, Rlagam, I fulemaly declate, 
I would not renounce one Lin- 61 that eternal Pailion, 
I have avowed for your Ladyſhip's mot indelible Perfee- 
tions. ( Bawws and Grtes. 

Maj Ha! ( Anonifh d. 

L. M. O he, Sir, this is moſt inhumane, to :orce your 
only Son ta warry on: he can't love. Come, vir, fer my 
ſake pate him, pray put up your Sword. 

Maj. Well, Madam, tor your fake d'ye fee, I—l will 
ſheath my indignation : but may I never more hear the 
dear. dear Glug, (lug of a fall Fl.ſk, if all this is nut a no- 
torious Lie, f:om Top to Bottom. Bu! now, Madam, to 
the Buſineſs I came for ; Hok'e Madam, it you and } make 
a March. vou fee, — ou muſt expect every ten Mouths 
far ihe =® deren Years «-—-I'wins, Madan, al- 
wars get Twins; that Whelp's a Twin, Madam, and 
the Prout of my Juvenile Recteations. 

CT. R. Makes Love in dumb ſhews behind his Bachl. 

L M Let me die, bat that is irrefillibly perſwaſive 

"Maj lam very proud, Madam, your Ladyſhip likes 
what I fay to you. 

L M. Well, Sir, I ſwear you have ſach a way, and 
ſuch a Son. ( Aſide. 

Maj. Madam, I have Fifteen Hundred Pounds a Year 
clear Estate, n» Children in the World but this Boy bere, 
I hall drink him dead in a Fortnight, and then, Madam, 
after my Death, 'tiz N ur own for ever: How tay you, 
Madam, do you like of it ? | | 

L. M. Ay, vir, but now let me hear your Son's Propoſals. | 

Maj. Plha! a Beggar, a ow Dog, Wadam. 

. 2 


7. R. 
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Y R. Madam, 'tis true, I have not one Groat in the 
_ have no hopes of any Thing, for the very Moment 

marry you, I am ſute to be diſinherited; Maucam, a: a 
Friend. 1 you to believe this true, fo; I could fooner 
Cie. than cheat you with a pretenced Fortune. (Kneels. 
But if the laſt Extremities of an humble Paſſion, have any 
Merit in the Eyes of Virtue, ther ſhew your Pity here, 
and raiſe me with a kind reviving Hope. 

Maj. What a Tongue the Dog has. (Alide. 

L. M. O dear, vir, pray riſe. 

Maj. Fiha! Mavam, Wards, Words, meer Air! 
Odſbud, i have an Aigument in wy Pocket, that uſes to 
couvince a \v owan founcr theh ail the Poccical Raptures 
iu Chriuendom: Los, Madam. ihe ouly certain Fivof 
of a Man's Palſion is, When ke parts with his Money 
theiciore as an Furnelt ot my Affection, give me Leave 
— lay thele F our Hundred of the King's Faces at your 

ect. 2 2 
Y..R. Which, when you Marry, Sir, you know, will 


bur, own n . WO 3 
* aj. Hold your Peace, Sirrah——There, Madam, diſ- 
pole of it as yuu plcaſe. (Giwes it into ber Hand. 

L. M. O dear Major, this is an extravagant Piece of 
Gallantry——-Bleſs me! how heavy it is Pray, Sir, 
do me the favour to hoid it tor me. (Gives ii 10 M R. 

7. R. Tum, dum. ( Learing on the Major and ſig ing. 

Maj. I muſt murder the Dog, I muſt murder him. (aſide. 
Oons, Madam, I could have held it for you. 

Z. R But not lo fait as | thall; Tum, dum. 

Maj. 1 was in Hopes, Madam, you would have made a 
better Ule of the Money. (Out of Humour. 

L. M. O dear, Sir, can I expreſs my Concern for you 
a better Way, than by being kind to your Children ? 

Maj. Ay, Madam, but not io my Rival. 

T. R. So! this has pretty well convinced him my Inter- 
eſt is better thao his, and cow is my only Time to tell it 
him. (Afde) Look you, Sir, if you'll give me Leave 
to ſpeak a Word or Two in piivate with this Lady, I will 
immediately convince you, that in her diſpoſing of this 
Money, ſhe had no other conſideration than your latereft. 
IL. M. What can he mean? (Afde. 

Maj. 
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Maj. Why this might be done, Dachy, if I could but 
perſuade myſelf to truſt thee. 

T. R. Why, Sir, you ſhall not truſt me out of your $i 

Maj. Humph! fay'ſt thou ſo, my little Dacky # Nay, 
then I do give thee Leave. 

Y. R. Madam, if you pleaſe. (Takes ber aſide. 

Enter Mafter Johnny behind. 

Fob. So, Lettice is fate enough now, and let 'em lock 
me up if they can.— Hey day] who have we here? 1 
find my Mother has a Colt's Tooth leſt yet, I warrant 
theſe are a Couple of Suitorors now ; Icod. I will put in 
with them Sit, your Servant. (To the Major. 
What! don't you know me ? 

Maj. Know thee, prithee who art thou ? | 

Fob. Who be I? Why, I be——1 be — I cod I don't 
know what to tell him, not I — Why, I be Mother's Zon, 
don't'e ſee what I be ? 

Maj. Ay, my dear Lad, I ſee very plainly what thou 
art, but I want to know who thou art? Who is thy Fa- 
ther, Child ? 

Job. Who? I've never a Father at all, but I believe I 
ſhall have ſhorily; for 1 ſee my mother is there hard at 
work upon one. 

Maj. How ! thy Mother! why, is thy Name Johnny ? 

Jab. May be, it is — what then? 

Maj. Why then very ſhortly thou wilt be my Son-in- 


W. 

Job. May be not — That's as I ſhall like you, may be. 

Maj. Odsbud, you young Rogue, I'll buſs you into 
good Humour. (Offers to kiſs him, he firuggles. 

Fob. Let me alone! be quiet, will ye! you ſhan'r buſs 
me! Pſha! (Spitz) what a plague do you flaver me fo for? 
You my Father in-Law! yes, ſo you ſhall, I cod, PH do 
your Buſineſs. 

L. M. Why really, Sir, if this be true, I muſt needs 
own, he is a very barbarous Man to uſe his only Son at 
this Rate; as far as I can ſerve you by farthering this in- 
nocent Revenge, Sir, you may command me. (To Y.R. 

Job.. Hark you, Mother. 

L. M. O you wicked Rogue! are you there? 

Jab. Lord, don't ye be angry, Mother, I come to talk 
with you about Buſineſs. 

3 9 T. R. 
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T. R. Oh! pray, Madam give the young Gentleman 
Leave to ſpeak, however: | 


Job. A good ſort of a Civil Gentleman; I may chance 
to do him a Kindneſs for this; Ill aſſure you, Sir, I will, 
if I can—1 am good-natur'd enough when People are ci- 
vil to we. | | 

L M. Well, what have you to ſay, Sirrah? 

Jab. Say! why I underſtand that this old Soldier is a 
Suitoror to you, and (to tell you the Truth) I don't like 
him, he's a ſtrange hurly burly fort of a Man; he has 
buſs'd and flaver'd me here, whether I would or no, and 
has prickled my Face till my Eyes are all of a Water. 

L. M. You ſawcy Rougue, is this your Buſineſs? 
Know then, Sirrah, that this Gentleman ſhall be your 
Father-in-Law, if he pleaſes: Come. Sir, if you dare 
truſt yourſef with me, I have ſomething to propoſe to 
you ſrom your Son, that very nearly concerns the Happi- 
neſs of us both. | 

Maj. Odſbud, Madam, you overjoy me! But has that 
dear Toad put in a Word for me at laſt then? Has be, 
' Dacky? Thou dear Son of an unhappy Dog of a Father, 
buſs me, you Whelp; you dear Baftard, buſs me—I 
will remember thee for this, my little Ducky, Odſbud 1 
will. | (Exit with L. M. 

T. R. | ſhall give you cauſe, I believe. 

Jeb. Lord Sir, how can you let him ſlaver you ſo, 
don't it make your Noſe tingle? Odsfiſh, he is gone away 
with my Mother too! Shall | fetch her back again, Sir ? 
Icod, an you fay the Word, Ill do't. 

T. R. No, no, Squire, let him alone, be will be little 
the better for it—A good fort of an impudent Face this 
young Dog has, he may be u cful, III ftrike in with 

im. ( Afide. 

Job. Pray, Sir, ben't you a Suitoror to my Mother? 
F. K. Ay, Squire, what do you think oi me tor a Fa- 
ther-in- Law ? ; 

Joh Icod, I like you very well, better by half than 
that old Soldier; what a Duce do you let bim take her 
alide fo for ? | 

. R. Ob! it's a Defign I have in my Head, Squire. 

Fob. Ay, Sir, but do youu know what deſign the may 
have in her Head? Look'e, Sir, I mean you well, I would 
not have you trult her, too lar neither——Odsfleſhh ! you 
on't know her — Sir, you don't know her. . 
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Y. R. Well, Squire; I'm obliged to you for your good 
Meaning, and in Return will — you ih wg De- 
ſign upon the old Soldier. 

Joh Ay! 

Y. R You muſt know then 

Fob But, hark'e, Sir, by the Way, who is that old 
Soldier ? 

Y R. Only my Father, Sir. 

Job. How ! how! lcod then I find care no more 
for your Father, than I do fur my Mother. Well, Sig— 
but pray go on. 

Y. R. About an Hour hence, Squire, I ſhall privately 
marry your Mother, wi.o in the mean Time, by my Al- 
towance, is to flatter the old Gentleman with the ſame 
Hopes, and (to revenze a fevere Quarrel I have with 
him) is to appoint him a 2 (juſt when our Mar i- 
age is over) at a Friend's Houſe ot mine, where I ſhall 
have a publick Opportunity to laugh at his Diſappoint- 
ment, and invite him to my Wedding-Supper. ' 

Toh. Icod, that's well enough: dear, Sir, hall I 
not beg the Favour of you, to get the Parſon to do me a 
ſmall Job too? Od, I have a tight young Girl here hard 
by, that I have a main Mird to be Married to,——Sir, 
— you ſpeak a Word to him to tack us together a 

ittle 


T. R. How. Squire, to tack you together ! whom have 
you adviſed with in this Buſineſs? Who is it you have a 
mind to Marry? ate you ſure ſhe's fit for a Wife ? 

Job. I don't kaow, Sir, but Pm ſure ſhe's fit for a Huſ- 
band. 

F. XR Ha! 1 there can be no Harm in tying the 
young Rogue of a flip Knot ; this was a lucky Diſcovery, 
ſomething may be made on't. (Afde.) Well, Squire, III 
do all I can to ferve you. | 

Fob. O dear, Sir, I am mainly obliged to bu] ; 

Y. R. Nay, I won't only lend you my Perſon, but my 
Money; nay, my very Cloaths, I gad, Pll make a Gen- 
tleman of _ 8 0 I 

oh. Will you, Sir aw! (Overjoy'd) I cod, then 
i ſhall make a Fool of me no longer, —Sir, as I 


hope to be married, I had rather call you Vather-in-Law, 
than any Man in Chriſtendom. ä 


Y. R. 
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Y. R. Pſha! Pox! Ill be Brother to thee, Man; call 
me honeſt Tack. (Hugs bim). We'll S moak, and Whore 
and Roar, and take a Bottle together. 

. Is your Name Jobn! Why, Sir, my Name's 
Fohn too: Adzooks, that's brave; honeſt Van, ho 
dot do? Damuc (Aruss. 

Y. R. Why, that's well faid, Poy; I gad thou twear'ſt 
like a Gentleman already.— Come, lictle Rake, now 
let's take one chearing Flalk, be:ore the Parſon does his 
Buſineſs; then get drunk, brek Windows, maul the 
Watch, and Bed our New-married Wives in the Round- 


Houſe. 

Fob. Ha Boys! gad Gramercy, Brother Father-in- 
Law. (Exeunt. 
ACT HW. Sex, Frienely's Lodgings. 

Enter Friendly and Young Rakiſh. 
F.. ELL, dear Jack, what Succeſs? What have 
vou done with the old Gentleman? 

. K. Oh! routed him Horſe and Foot, Tees fame 7 
Here's the Golden Plunder, Boy! I did his Bufineſs rhe 
firſt Onſet; beat him clearly out of the Fort of the Lady's 
Favour, and made him pay feur hundred Pieces Contri- 
bution, before I delivered her up into bis Hands again ? 

Fr. And have you done it ? 

Y. R. For ought he knows I hate; but by what I know, 
T have not: — ww I neither deſign to quit or keep the 
Lady ag looger than ſhe ſerves my Turn. 

Fr. How fo, Man? | 

T. R. Nay, I won't tell you my Plot before hand: For 
here they come, and the Farce is going to begin; pray 
obſerve ua — You'll ſtand by me upon Occaſion. 

Fr. O, you may depend upon me. 

Enter Major and L. Maalove. 
Maj. Ah! my little Ned! wiſh me Joy! wiſh me Joy, 
! 


d 
Fe. Joy ! of what, Major? 
Maj. The Joy of all Joys, Boy: Here's a beautiful. 
Lady, Sirrah, js goiog to give me Fifteen Hundred 
Pounds a Year to be her Bed-Fellow. 
Fr. Very good Pay, I wiſh your ſervice my be able to 
deſerve it. 9285 | 
Maj. Able, Sir? I'd have you to know, I am as young 
as ever; let me lay my Hand upon the Main, Sir, you' 
find I cap jump into the Saddle ſtill. Fr. 


tze n Watiatural Father, by this public Diſappoinemene 
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Fr, I'm glad to ſee your Ladyſhip here, Madam. 

L. M. Dear Mr. Friendly, I am your moſt Humble 
Servant, tho', I dare ſwear, you little expected it upon 
ſo important an Occaſion. | 

Fr. May'nt we know the Occaſion, Madam? 

L. M. 1 vow, Sir, it's ſuch a critical Point, I don't 
know whether my Modeſly will be able to go through 
with the Diſcovery. | 
T. R. If you pleaſe to give Leave, Madam, III help 
you out a little. ; 

Maj. Ay, ay. tell him, my little Dacky. 

Y. R. Well, Sir, nt to keep you any longer in Suſ- 
pence, the Short of the Buſiae:s,is this: This Noble La- 
dy here, generouſly conſidering my Sufferings, under the 
Tyranny of an Unnatural Father, and being ſenſible that 
by Aal. of my indefatigable Love to her, I was in a per- 
petual Danger of being Diſiaherited, has out of 
_abundant Goodneſs, piouſly conſented to revenge me af 


of his Hopes: Ilaving (to his. utter Confuſion! _ 

taken to her loving Huſband, the indjyidual Perſon of me 

his lawfully Begot:en Son— Fobn Raki/b. 
Maj. Humph! what is all this? Do you know, Madam, 

what the Devil is it ? | F 
L M. All Truth; Sir, tv my Knowledge; the whole 

Truth, and nothing but the Truth: So take me Jobs 


Rakiſb. (gives him her Hand. 
Maj. Oouns and Hell! Tl chine the Dog to the Navel. 
(Draws. 


Fr. Not in my Houſe, I beſeech you, Major. 
Maj. Prithee, dear Ned, let me come at him; oh! he's 

a bitter Dog, I can't bear him: (Trembling with Paſſion. 
| Fr. Pho! prithee be pacined; if he muſt be run thro? 
the Guts, he'll deſerve it an Hour hence as well as now: 
Beſices I would have you to hear what he can fay for 
himſelf; you know he does not uſe to be Tongue-ty'd up- 
on theſe Occaſions. | 

M. . Ouiſbud ! and that's true, my little Neddy ! I will 
hear the Dog, I will hear him; and if I am rtrick'd, Fm 
latisfy'd I ſhall have the Pleaſure of half a Dozen rare 
impudent Faces from the urrighteous Baſtard, to bac 
his Roguery howe'er — Come hither, Daciy. = 
T. R. Well, Sir. - - _ 


22 The SCHOOL-BOY. 


Maj. Ay, that's the Look: hark you, Iron-Face, art 
thou not a perjured Rogue? Doſt thou not expect to be 
ſplit end broiſ a upon the Devil's Grid- Iron. 

F. N. | don't apprehend you, Sir. | 

Maj. Diet thou not promiſe, Dog, to renounce all 
Cliia to that Lady, provided I would quit my title to 
the Four Hundred Pound ? 

Y. R. Ay, Sic, but | conſidered Four Hundted Pound 
was Money; and one had better break one's Word, than 
a good Sum; and I thought it would be more profitable 
to marr7 the Lady myſelf, and not to part with neither; 
I know from your own Example, Sir, you won't blaine 
me for good Huſtandry. 

Maj. Oh! not in the leaſt, my dear Hel] Face! thou 
haſt obliged me to the lait Degree, by marrying this La- 
dy ; here | can do no leis than ſettle my Eltace upon thee, 
which thou ſhalt have wich a Vengeance; that is to (ay, 
I will inſtantly make Love to her — offer her my. 
whole Eftate for a Joynture, cut off the | ntail, get a 
whole Litter of Children, and diſinbetit you, you Dog. 

Y. R. Look'e Sir, there I forbid the Banes, this Lady's 
— Datichter is new mine, andi wil? na Have my Family 

dilgrac'd, by admitting ſuch a notorioue Rake-h-1! for my 
Jon in Law: n fart, your Pretences arc utterly againſt 
wy Conſent, and 1 poli eu dase you ſhall never have 
my Bleſſing. : 
Maj. W a croſs o'd Fellow is this now? Ocns! 
Pd give Five Thouſand Pounds to make the Whelp my 
Father-in-Law. 

Z. R. Came, come, Sir, for a great deal leſs Money 
you ſhall make this Lady my Mother-in-Law. 

Maj Ha! ſay' m thou to, my little Dacky ? Why, art 
not married? ha! ſpeak. 

Y. K. So far from it, Sir, that upon Condition you will 
immediately fign this Paper, which will entitle ine £9 
Four Hundred Pounds a Tear Juring Life, and at 792r 
Deceaſe to the ret of your Eſtate, Lam willing this M2- 
meat to ſhew myſeli an obedient 30n, aa reſign you the 
Lacy. | | | 
Lt Baſe Man ! you won't offer to fell me ? 

(Offers ts interrupt him, he keeps her . 
Y. R. Don't you trouble yourſeli, Madam, I —_ 
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you. and to fatisfy you that my Meaning's honeſt, the 
Writing is ſo drawn, that unleſs you actually do marry 

the La ly, you're not obliged to give me a Groat. 
Maj. Say'it then ſo, my little Dacky. {(Peruſes the Paper. 
L. M. Aucocious Villain! have you. ſerv'd me thus? I 
will be reveng'd, tho' I—here Major, (gives him her 
Hand) upon Condition you'll never give that Villain a 
Groat, 1 will marry you this very Moment, and fave you 
the Money; nay, do but ingage to difinherit him betore to 
Morrow Morning, and I here immediately promiſe you 
Six Thouſand Pound in ready Gold and Jewels, to ſatisfy 
any Extravagance you ſhall think fit. Y. R. So! 
| Maj Difmherit him! Odſbud, your Ladyſhip's too 
mercitul, an audacious Rogue! to think I could be fuch 
a Villain to wrong a Lady, Madam, of your unſpotted 
Virtue. Onnds! I never heard ſuch an impudent Propo- 
ſal fince I was born, Madam; if ne were at the Gallows, 
with the Knot under his Leſt Far; nay, if the Word 
were given for the Cart to drive away, Blood and Brim- 


fione! I would not part with Eighteen-pence to Reprieve 
hi 


m. 
L. M. On that Condition I am entirely yours. 
Maj. Owns! Madam, I' rein him within this half 


Hour, Pll drive Revenge quite through his Soul ; nay, III 
ſend for the Iwo Beggar makers of the Nation, the 


| Prie& and the Lawyer, and make them clinch it on the 


other Side. 


Fr. What the Devil ſhall we do now, Jack? was 
there ever tuch a-Diſappointment ? 
Y. R. Faith, Ned ſhe has Out-trump'd me. that's the 


Truth on't, but I cann't loſe all Man, I have Pam in my 
Hand ſtill. 


Fr. What do vou mean? 


Y R. Her Son, her Son, Boy! the Rogue has chaſen 
| me for his Guardian; he will de here preſently ; IU ma- 
nage hiin to ferch her above, Fil warrant you. 
Fr. I gad that's lucky, I am glad you are ſure of a 
Trick to ſave youtſelf at laſt; in the mean Time, Fack, 


try what a Court Card will do; play your Impudence up- 
: on them. 


T. R Mum! 
I. M. Now, Devil, I am- Reveng'd of you. 


F. R. | fancy not, Madam—4 ſuppoſe your La'!yfhiſp 
does not know that theſe are the Wridiags of your Son 
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obnny's Eftate, by him the ſaid Fobn this very Day fto- 
out of your Cabinet ; which becauſe I am bis Guardi- 
an [ will thus re- put into my Pocket. 
L. M. Monſter! You his Guardian ! 
Y. R. At your Service, Madam. 
L. M. You date not tell me fo! - 
Y. R. O! I have a great deal more to tell you. Madam, 


3 


I muſt have a Thouſand Pound out of your Hands to 


Morrow Morning, to put him and his Wife into a hand- 
ſome Equipage. 

L. M. His Wife! | | 

Y. R. His Wife, Madam, ſhe has had as an *Edu- 
cation, as your Ladyſhip's Service could afford. Lettice 
I think her Name is. | 

L. M. Undone! Undone! 

Maj. Ha! Madam, what the Matter now ? 

L 17 O! my Child's ruined for ever. 

Y. R. That's as you pleaſe, Madam. 

L. M. What fays the Moniter ? 

Z. R. That your Son, Madam, ſhall not be ruin'd, 

rovided you wil promiſe me not to marry that old Fel- 
low, unleſs he figns my Settlement. In ſhort, Madam, 
upon that Condition, I will not only reſign your Son and 
his Fortune into your Hands again : but 1 will likewiſe 
engage to find a lawful Expedient to diſannul his Marri- 
age; which if you don't immediately comply with me, 
ſhall be an Eternal Secret : ſo ev'n let him ſquander away 
his Eſtate as he pleaſes, I'll make a Shife to glean a 

handſome Livelihood out on't, I warrant you. | 

Fr, Nay, Madam, this is a very generous Propoſal : 
now if your Son's ruin'd, you're the Occaſion of it. 

L. M Sir, I beſeech you, don't name it; I'll not be- 
lieve a Word he fays: I dare ſwear this is all a Sham, a 
poor Pretence only to get his Ends of me. 

Maj. Nouns! Madam, you have nick'd it: But if it 
were true, let me alone to manage him; | know him by 


Experience. Why, the Dog had the Impudence t'other 


Day to aſk me to lend him Fifty Pound; and in leſs than 
A rter of an Hour, I brought him down to Three and 
Six Pence. 
L. M. No, Devil, I ſhall hear of nothing but Revenge. 
Y. R. Nay then, Madam, 'tis time for me to provide 
. for myſelf; bere comes one I am ſure will ſtand by me. 
Enter 


— — 
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Enter Johnny with Lettice, and one in a Parſou's Habit. 
Feb. Toll, Loll, Loll l a Hay ! where's Brother-Fa- 
ther-in-Law ? | (Singing. 
Z. R. Ha! my little Imp of Lewdne(s! how doſt thou? 
6 "ry How do l? why Pm marry'd, Boy! How ſhould 
do 
Y. R. Give you Joy, Madam. (Saluting Lettice. 
L. M. What do I ſee? Undone! Undone ! 
Maj. Hum! the Prieſt there too; nay, then Miſchief 
is not far off. | (Aide. 
Feb. Well, but hark'e Fobn, how do my Mother and 
you agree ? What ben't you married yet ? 
Y. R. O dear Squire ! no, nor am I like to be; ſhe is 


juſt going to be married to my Father. 


Job. Odsfleſh.! I thought as much; did not I tell you, 
you did not know her? Did not | tell you fo ? Look'e 
Fobn, there are two things ſhe never kept in her Life, 
and that is a Faſt-Day and a Promiſe ; to my certain 
Knowledge her Word is but Wind, and Fcod the no 
more values to break one than rother. | 

Y. R. Well, Squire, it ſhail never trouble me, as long 
as | fuſfer upon your account; for to tell you the Truth 
the real Occaſion of her Diſcarding me, was my friendly 
Promotion of your Marriage : But there's a very eaſy way 
to reward my Service, which is, that upon Condition my 
Father will ſign this Writing, you wil! generouſly condeſ- 
cend to hook him for your Guardian. 

Job. Pll do't, an't were Ten Times more to ſetve you; 
let's fee the Writing, I'll do't I'cod. 

Y. R There, Sir. (Sides them to him. 

Job. Look'e, Sir, —<You——Mr. Mr. John's 
Vather here; I don't know what your Name is, not I; 
but if you think fit, d'ye ſee to ſign this Paper, I'll make 
you my Guardiaa That's all Il have to fay to you: 
So take and look it over. 

Maj. Let's ſee, my dear Lad. | 

T. R. Madam, I am ſenſible a Word from you wou'd 
finiſh the Buſineſs ; if you will ſtand my Friend, I am till 
ready to diſannul your Son's Marriage. Afide to L. Manlove. 

L. M. Alas! Heaven knows, | would do it were 
there but a Poſſibility of your. making your Words true. 

Y. R. Madam, this Gentleman's Word and Honour 
ſhall be your Security. 1 

r. 
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Fr. Madam, I'll engage tor him. THE 
L. M. Well, I find it is in vain to contend with him; 
therefore, dear Major, fign it immediately, and from this 
Moment, all I have is yours. 

Maj. O Madam! a Word from you would make me 
do Ten Times more. (Signs it.) There Ned, you are 
obliged to ſee him perform Articles; if he keeps his 
Word, much good may it do him. 

Y. R. Come, Squire, are you contented this Gentle- 
man ſhall marry your Mother, and be your Guardian ? 

Job. Yes I be; and fo let him take my Writings :—— 
and pray don't ye cheat me now; it's for Fobr's ſake, I 
rell you that 

T. R. Madam, now to diſſipate your Fears; in one 
Word, I muſt tell you, that your Son John here, my 
Brother eleR ! is not married. 

L. M. How, not married! you over-joy me, Sir; make 
it appear, and you ſhall never want a Friend of me. 

Job. What a Devil makes you raiſe ſuch a Lye now? 

. R. Prithee, dear Squire, don't interrupt us. 


Jab. 1 will terrupt you then; what do you ſhove me 


for? Ibe married, ſo I be; yes I be, I be. 

J. R. Silence! Come, Mrs. Lettice, pray ſatisfy my 
Lady, and this good Company, concerning your ſup- 
pos'd Marriage with this young Gentleman. 

Fob. Ay, ay, do let her ſpeak with all my heart; fee 
who will prove the Lyar, Mr. John. 

Lett. Well, Squire, fince I mult ſpeak then, I declare 


belote my Lady and this good Company, that I neither 


am your Wife, nor ever will be. 

Y. R. Now, Squire, what ſay yuu ? x 

Jab. I ſay the lies ſhe is my Wife, and you 
knuw it well enough and the Parſon knows it too ; what 
a Rope did I give him Two Crown-pieces for? 

Maj. Nouns ! I don't know what to make of this Buſi- 
neis; one ſays Ay, and t'other ſays No-————Prithee 
dear Domine ! put us out of our pain ; come anſwer to 
the Queſtion, are they married or not? 

Foot. I muſt conſeſs, Sir, at my Maſter's Requeſt I did 
mumble over a parcel of Words that fatisfed the young 
ds, as well as if they had been Canonical: But to 
ET, 1:.ace you that in was not in my Power to do him any 


injury 
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jury that way, I am no Parſon, but your Worſhip's 
— Servant and Footman, Tom Shipkennel. ( Throws 
| off his Gown. 
T. R. Truſty Tom, at your Service, Madam. 
L. M. Well, dear Sir, this was kindly done of you. 
Lett. Madam, I beg your Ladyſhip's Pardon: I muſt 
confeſs I had like to have married my young Maſter ; but 
Mr. Rakiſb ſoon convinced me, what an uneafy Liſe I muſt 
have expected from Ladyſhip and the reſt of his Re- 
lations: But to ſatisfy you, Madam, that I never intend to 
have any Thoughts of him as long as I live, Mr. Rakiſh 
has been pleaſed to give me his Bond, to pay me 30 
Pound a Year during Life, provided I immediately leave 
the Town, and goand live with my Friends in the Country, 
which I faithfully promiſe your Ladyſhip to perform to 
Morrow Morning; and ſo, dear Squire, pray wiſh me a 
good e as I do you a better Wife, and many 
ha 8. 
Job. What will you leave me now ? Are theſe your 
Tricks? Pray give me my Purſe again; ſince you won't 


marry me, young Gentlewoman ! you ſhall have no fine 


Cloathes, I'll tell you that ; give me my Purſe, will ye. 

L. M. Sirrah let her alone ; that Purſe you purloyn'd 
from me, and ſhe ſhall keep it : Nay, to reward her Ho- 
neſty, I'll preſent her with this Ring, as an earneſt of my 
future Kindneſs. 

Lett. I humbly thank your Ladyſhip. 

Job. What? and ſo I am to be cheated out of my Mo- 
ney, too; this is a long of you, Mr. John. 

T. R. Come, come, Squire, don't be troubled z when 
you want Money, come to me; in the mean time, hark 
in your Ear, I have a pretty young Wench in my Eye for 
you—ſhe will be in Town in Two or Three Days---Mum ! 

Job. Pſha! what I do I care for a Wench, if I can't 
have her when | have a mind to it? Ad, I thought to 
have had ſuch a Night on't now ! and now the Parſon | 
has faid Grace, you tel] me | ſhall go to Dinner a Month 
hence. 

7. R. Why then to ſtay your Stomach, go with me 
to the laſt AR of the Play, and Ill ſhow you one that 
e' er deny'd a Man twice in her Life. 

Jab. 
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Job. Ay, © you ſay ! but I warrant ſhe will pull me 
Ce Here if 1 offer to, meggle with her. 8 
. K. Come, come, I'll and your Friend; obſerve 
what I fay to your Mother. — Madam, your Son is ſen- 
ſible. of his Erroc, and deſires your Ladyſhip will take 
him into Fayour again, from. this time he has promiſed 
neuer to difobey you. 
Job. Na, no more I won't indeed, Mother ! if you will 
but let me go with Mr. Jahn to ſee the Play to Night. 
I. M. Well, beobedient for the future, and no reaſon- 
able Freedom ſhall be denied you. 

Jeb. Oh ! Lord! thank you dear Motber, I am glad 
we are Friends again; Lord! I am fo glad! won't ye 
buſs me, Mother | (Kiſſes ben. 

. K. So, now I hope we are all Friends. 
Fr. Well, Major, are you ſatisßed that your Son has 
- performed, bis Articles? I deliver him the Writing? 

Maj. Why, the Dog has dene ſomething for't, that's 
the truth on't ; though I will ay Fiſty Pound, I have 
Seven to Four ypon't before to Morrow Morning. 


T. R. Well, Sir, I wiſh you Joy, and thank you for. 


my Settlement: tho” it's an Hundred to One, the world 
will think you have given it me, becauſe you cou'd not 
help it. | 

Maj. Ay, and I warrant, Dacky, they will be apt to 


ſay too, that thou art as well ſatisfied, as if I had given it 


thee with a good Will. 
T. R. Ay, People will out with their bold Truths now 
and then: You fee, Sir, the ſtrange Power of a little Mo- 
ney; but now it's very probable you and I may be good 


Friends as long as we live : But when Old Gentlemen- 


expect their Sons ſhou's love them heartily, without an 
hearty Allowance, it's a ſign they have more Money than 
Wiſdom ; where Fathers are cloſe-fiſted, and think the 
Want | 


Of Worldly Bleſſing does their Sons no wrong. 
Thoſe Sons «will think ſuch Fathers live too long. 
(Exeunt. 
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